fl Mountain Misslonarty.
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CHAPTER L
WHY HR WENT T0 KENTUCKY.

Mr. Robert Peters, or Father Peters,
a8 ho was oalled by the mountaineers,
was born in Ohio. He was a Campbellite
olergymam nud ten years before the war
he, with his wife and daughter, movad
fnto the Cumberland mountains in
sontheastern Kentucky, Only an in-
tense religions spirit could have induced
Father Potera to leave his home in the
rich lands of the western reserve and to
take up his abode among the hills of the
Cumberland range. It would be diffi-
oult in the United States to find a place
and a people in more violent contrast
with his old associntes. Wealth, or at
least comfort, and intelligence were the
rale in northern Ohio. There was hard-
ly an exception to poverty and igno-
ranoe in the new home.

But Father Peters, without giving a
thought to the sacrifice he was making,
felt that he was coming a8 a missionary
to the heathen quite as much as if he
had gone out to the heart of darkest
Africa. He built a large double log
cabin that was quite palatial and a
model of home comfort in contrast with
the cabins of his neighbors, and as he
knew that the people were tob poor to
contribute to his support he broke up a
little farm and astonished his neighbors
by introducing agricultural appliances
and methods such as they bad never be-
fare heard of or dreamed of.

Soon ofter his arrival, and with no
asgistance from those whom he had
come to benefit, Father Peters built a
log meeting house across the rough
mountain road from his home and sens
word through the hills that hereafter
there would be preaching every Bunday
morning at Bradley’'s Crossing, as the
place was called.

At first the people did not take kind-
ly to the missionary. These mountain.
eers, while hospitable to passing stran-
gers, do not favor the coming in of ont-
giders. The man who may not own an
acre of rocky hillside is strong in the
belief that the mountains round about
are the exclusive property of himself
and his kin. Then, ngain, while there
were no elaves in this part of Kentuoky,
the people had a bitter hatred of aboli-
tionists—a hatred that grew more in-

tense as the day of strife approached.

They believed that every northern man

was an abolitionist, and ot first they |

were inclined to think that Father Pe-
ters had come into the mountains tc
spread his pernicious political prinei-
ples ruther than to preach the gospel.
Although yonng enongh to be her
husband's daunghter, Mrs, Peters threw
hercelf heart and soul into his work.
8he was n woman of much culture and

foroa of chuaracter, and before she had |
been o year in the mountains she esrnb-

liched a school in the mecting house,
Hxcepting Bradley, the blacksmith's,
and the children of a family nnmed
Burns, that lived near by, theschool wus
not attended, Neither the mountain-
eers nor their fathers had had any **book
1'arnin, " and so they reasoned that their
children conld get along without it,
and then they had a dim notion that
schools and abolition wers closely re-
lated.

Gradually the mesting honse became
a rendezvons for the mountcineers for
ten miles ronnd. It was particularly
popular in the suommer season. Then
groups of lank wmen and women, often
accompanied by troops of ragged, tow-
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him from & cousin of the same
pame, who was not quite so strong. If
the only good done by the olergyman
bad been the conversion of the black-
smith, his work in the mountains might
well be oonsidered a success, Bradley
no longer swore nor drank, nor had he
had a fight for years. This remarkable
ohange, added to the faot that he was a
man of few words, gave the impression
to many that ‘‘religion had took all the
mmk and snap out of strong Dick Brad-

"

As the men in the hills all voted the
Democratic tioket, the most exciting
elections never oreated a ruffle among
them, but as soon aa it beoame known
that the southern states had seceded and
that war had come the stagnation was
broken up, and the mountaineers evinosd
for the first time in their lives an awful
anxiety to learn what was going on in
the outside world. Bradley’s blacksmith
shop became a headquarters at which
the war waa dizonssed and men specu-
lated as to the time when the strife
would come to the hills, for they knew
it must oome as the only relief to the
strain between the Union and disunion
elements.

I have tried to point out in the course
of these sketches that a majority of
spouthern mountaincers were Uniom
men, yot there were plnoes where, with-
out any apparent roason, the secession
element largely predominated. This
was certainly the case in Father Peters'
peighborhood. As in most places, the
pecessionists were here the loudest in
their abuse and the most eager for the
War,

The old clergyman noted with alarm
the change that had come over his con-
gregation. As he was a northern man,
they took it for granted, and they were
right in the surmise that he was devot-
ed to the Union. But, knowing that a
lond protestation of his loyalty could do
no good and might do a great deal of
harm, he kept his views to himself and
by every means in his power tried to
pour oil on the tronbled waters.

But when everybody else was so out-
spoken the reticence of Father Peters
told against him, and the stories of his
heing an abolitionist which were sorife
on his first coming were again revived,
and this time with more bitterness, for
| the people believed the charge was true.
One night as Father Peters was read-
| ing in the little log annex he had built
| for & study the door opened without any
preliminary knock, and strong Dick
Bradley came softly in, and with an air
of great mystery noiselessly closed the
" door behind him.

“I am glad to see yon, Brother Brad-
ley,'" eaid the clergyman. *‘8it down
and tell me the news, for yon are in a
position to learn what is going on here-
about. "’

The blacksmith pulled his chair near-
er, and with his big hands to the sides
of his mouth to shield bis voice he whis-
pered: .

“*I'm sorry to tell yo', Father Petors,
that there's trouble a-brewin harabout,
and lots of hit. "'

“Trouble towhom, Brother Bradley?®

“Can't yo' gness?'’

“1 cannot. "

“Waal, hit's to yo' and yours,'" said
the blacksmith, with an emphatic shake
of the hoad,

**But surely no one conld wish to an.
noy me, I did not think I bad an ene-
my in the world,” suid the alarmed
clergymau,

“That's jest hit,"' responded Brad-
ley. “*Ther bain't no one ez doesn’t al-
low yer the best preacher in the moun-
tains, but the boys say they don't like
yer polities, and so they'll make troun-
ble,

headed children, would eome down the |

mountain trails evary Sunday morning.
The women, for comfort rather than
ceonomy, would carvy thelr rough shoes
in their bands and wash their feet and
put on their foot covering by the little
gtream that brawled belilngd the medst-

ing hoase. The wmen often enrried thoy
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1 : v ler Peters was comforted
veith the belief that he had done some
gouord for these rude people. He certain-
ly wuiiered
i gttiso uf ioglootwl daty.  Sinee his coms-
ing his dacghior Ella iad grown to be
# benutital moune womun, His life
foensed in Lor, und in vegardivg her he
forgot that the heavy hand of time wrs
bowing his owu shoulders and blesch-
ing his hair like snow,

Bralley, the Llacksmith, who was
Mr, Poters’ nourest neighbor, wasa man
of unusunl physical strength, and be-
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ue pricks of conseience from |

Faihier Peters protested that he had
not meddled in politics, and that since
the %reaking omt of the war a fow
months Lefore be had guorded his words
thut he might not give oifense,

“That's liit, That's why they ' ve got
go doggone sespichis, Now, Fathoer
Peters, yo' know I've allos been a good
friend of ver's, ez [ shonld be o binmed
dog not to be, seeing that von took me
by the haud and led me up 1o che light,
bless the Lor!  But thar's doingah all

abovt wo ane, mos® powaphol deinjah,
ez e and the wife ulloved this |.l.!:.:ill.
And we said that of s0 be yo° cguld go
no'th o' swhile till the tropble kindey
blows ovalt thit hit'd be bektah fo' yo!
uud fo’ yer friends’

More than onee Pather Poters and
Iis wifo apd doughter hed  digeussed
this very question, bas the old wag's
Atronge W e daty and hig innote
comrnge lod him to draw bock from ihe
secious  consideration of o course that
meant the abstaonment of bis mission-
ary work, for he knew that if be left
in the circomstaneess o conid pever re-
turn with the hope of Leing useful. Ha
pointed outb these arguments o Brwdley
fad adced;: - .

‘It 1 were to fly novth with my fam.
ilv nt this thme, 1 have no dssurnnes
that they wonld let me depart in peuse
It 15 noteix woeks 2inoo & teacher numed
White who was tryiog to make his way
fromn Tennesseo to Portsmonth, O, was
murdered in these billg, and his body
milght be bleached up the wmountain if
you and I bl not garried it down and
given it Chrstinn burial behind the
mcsting house, ™

“That's a fac', Father Poters, aud
hit was jest coz we uns buried that thar
pore feller Christinn ez wo did that
made some of the folks so doggone mud

the Lor in "
This conversation was had on Friday,

and the following Bunday being a

ant Indian sammer day the people be-

r‘nntommﬂmﬂwﬁl ear-
er than usual, and the old

noted with pain that nearly men

carried their rifles, a habit  he had

induced them to give up for some years
before the war.

Heretofore these people, for whom he
had toiled so long and so hard without
any compensation, always saluted him
with a boisterous heartiness, but this
morning they met Father Peters' salu-
tations with curt nods and oclonded
brows. Even the Union men held aloof,
for thay were in the minority and knew
that the slightest indisoreet act might
precipitate the trouble which was
prophesied every dany and expected at
any moment.

Het Magoone wa: at meeting this
morning. He was a greas, hulking, bru-
tal desperado. He had killed a number
of men, and the more peaceful stood in
awe of him, for at the best of times
law was only a name in the mountains,
but at thig time it had not even a shad-
ow of existance,

Het Magoone was the leader of the
desperate element that had come to the
ocouclosion that Father Peters was a

They wrestled powerfully in prayer.
black abolitionist, and ns this, to their
brutal and ignorant minds, was the
greatest crime of whioch any man could
be guilty they ocould not receive with
respect the religious teachings of the
old man. J* was known that Het Ma-
goone's hatred was due to the fact that
Ella Petors had rejected his advaunces
and that her father insisted that the
ruffian gshould cease his visits. Despite
the discouragement of these rebufls the
fellow wonld have kept on had not

Btrong Dick Bradley led him to one '

gide one day and told him, with much
of his old time vigor of speech, that if
he did not keep away from Father Pe-
ters' house he, Dick Bradley, wonld
consider it his duty to *‘lay him out,"’

| preliminary to which he would ‘‘break

| his neck like a pipe stem.*’

This particulnr Sunday morning Het
Magoone swaggered about like a man
who felt himself to bo mnster of the sit-

! nation and wanted others to acknowl.

ers.
| approached, it was thought thidt *Het |

aud sespichis. Of course they know I'in |

u Unionman el’ar throngh and through,
but they remembahs the time whin 1
wasn't a Christian fo' ahuoks and could
lay out a regoment of ‘s two at o
time. They kinder s'peots, mul mebbe
they're not so fur outen the way, thil
thar's a right smart of the old Adam
ubout me yit. Now, of yo' think that

right har and do yer plum’, squar’ jooty,
| I reckon yo'll find me on his side and
yo'm, let the wind blow high or the'
wind blow low. And, bless the God of
Imnlhi. Father Peters, thar's my haud
on hitr

edge the fact, Ho stood in the meeting
house door, and with much profanity
shouted his salutations to the newcom-
When the clergyman and his wife

Magoone would bar their entrance This
certainly wns his porpose, ns he after-

, ward confessed, but the appearance of
' the blacksmith on the scene induced

him to postpone action.

Father Peters walked back to the lit-
tlo platform ab the farther end of the
moeting house, and here, as was his
cnstom, he knelt down for silent pray-
er, and a few of tho congregation weut
throungh the form of following his ex
mmple,

As but very few of the congregation
conld read, hymnbooks were not used.
The clevgyman read ont a hymn two
lines at & time, and the singing that
followad, which Elln Peters nnd her
mather tried to lead, was not a very
high order of snered music.  Fuather Pe-
ters adjustell his glasses, cleared his
throat aud wos shont o announce the
hymn when Het Magoone stood up near
the door and enlled ont:

“Hold pi thar, Futher Potors!"”

“WWhat i it?" asked the astonished
paator,

“Alfoah yo' uns ken do any mosah
preachin in theso yor hills v ans'd
like fo¢ (o know jJist how yo' stund,"’
and Fov Magoone fondled his vifle as a
mother fondles her olidld.

"This i3 certainly an extraordinary
proceeding in tho houso of G, ** said
the old man tranulously, but with dig-
nity,

“Bo hit 15" continned Het Magoone
“hut these hoar is mos' stormy times, oz
every one'd allow. Now, Fathor Peters,
I want you Bo sunwer me some Ques-
tions, Will ¥o' do hit®"”

“‘Last e hear them. '’

“Huoin't yo' o Yonkee?'” this with o
wink to his friends.

“1 was born north of It
that makes e n Yankee, ' said the ald
man with spirit, ‘T suppose T am one "

“Waal, yo' conldn't 'a' donied hit
without lyin, Now, some of we aus hez
been tallkkin this ovah, ond wo allows
that yo' kvm down here ten year or so
ago to play the spy. :

“That is false, " said the old man, his
eyes nglow and his form trembling with
excitement. “As Gol 18 wy judge, 1
et hure with my wite uud little one
that T might be the homble instrament
of saving thie people. What T ask you
conld I spy out that is not known''—

“Wo uns know that yer o black Re-
publican!"’ ghouted Het Magoone, and

the Ohao.

"

| he added an oath that shocked even his

nasociates,

“*L.am not o black Republican. I:is

, perhups unuecessary for nie to say that

uvither in the last e¢lection nor indeed

| in_any elestion within my memory hus
| & Republican vote been cast in Luare!

the good Lor would ruther yo'd stay |

conuty, Ky."
It was the case of the wolf and the

not the slightest ground for his attack
did not change it from his purpose,

: “"¥o'd 'a’ voted the Republican ticket
The twe mén shook hands, and then ef yo'd had & chance,' shouted MNa-
they knelt down, and, to use Bradley's gooune. Thesm, with the wsuner of s wman
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beaten, he saked, “Hain't yo' fo' the
DUnion?*

Without & moment’s hesitation Fa-
ther Peters responded:

“1 am a citizen of Ken
Ken fs still in the Union I muss
be n man. "'

“‘But ef so be Kentucky waa to secede,
would yo' be a Union man then?®"'

“God giving me strength, I would,”’
waa the fervent respanse.

“Thar! Didu't I tell yo' uns he waa
fo' the Union, and a man that's fo' the
Union is o black blican and & abo-
litionist,"’ shouted Het Magoone.

““And I say that's a d——d lie!"’

tuoky, and as

the man who had given expression to
this foroible opinion strong Dick Brad-
ley got up, and with his right hand
thrown back under his coat, n gesture
which even the children present nnder-
stood, he walked over and stood beside
the preacher.

The women beoame very nervous, and
many of the men turned ashy pale and
moved toward the door.

“Dick Bradley, this ain’t no sarcuns
o' yourn, ' said Het Magoone, but his
brutal bearing wus toned down, and
there was that in the eyes and move-
ments of the thick lips that told he was
not pleased with the bearing of the
blacksmith, Buat, gaining confidence na
he remembered that two-thirds of the
60 men presont were hia partisans, he
oontinned: “We uns who's fo' the south
ken wait to git even with yo' uns
who's fo' the Union. Thar's plenty of
time to settle them things, but what
weo want now is to git rid of a man
f'om the no'th who comes down har ez
» 5py and purtendin that hit’s God Al-
mighty's religin. Father Peters, yo've
preached yo'r Iast sarmint in these har
hills, "

“‘Who says eo?"’ demanded Bradley.

Ilwa uns. "0

“And who's yo' uns?’

“Me and my friends.'*

*‘Neither yo' nor yer friends owns a
splinter of this house. From foundation
log to clapboard hit’s owned by the
man ez bnilt hit—the man ez kem down
heah to lecad us to do right—but thar's
some men 8o give ovah to sin, Het Ma-
goone among 'em, that they’re bound to
be damned, and I'm mighty giad of
hit. Now, yo' uns that don’t want to
| heah Father Peters prench is free to
| leave. Baut, by G—, the next man ez
' tries to brenk up our worship will find
| himself needin a hull new tup to his
head!"

Strong Dick Bradley, although using
this strong langnage, appeared to be the
coolest man in the meeting house, but
there was no ene within the hearing of
his voico who did not know that he was
making no idle threat. Motioning to
his friends to follow him, Magoone
strode out of the house, and a meeting
was held at thedoor. The preacher and
his followers were denounced in lan-
gunge of unquestionable vigor, every
word of which conld be heard inside,
~and men who had through years receiv-
ed favors at the old man's hands threat-
ened that if he did not leave the moun-
tnins at once they wounld hang him.

But even those who remained back
- with Father Poters wera in no mood for

devation. They saw that the dreaded
time bhad come aud fhat from this day
on till the end the old friends, neigh-
bors and kinsmen must stand face to
face in a life and death struggle.

At Mrs. Peters' suggestion her hos-
band's friends left the church and gath-
grod in the study, but even here they
conld hear the shonting and the swear-

. ing, punctunted now and then by the
startling discharge of pistols,

Following the old man's exnmple, all
who conld crowd into the little room

knelt down, and those who could not |

knelt within hearing outside, As Father

Poters ealled on heaven for help snd |

light, the men and women, with eyes
closed and bodies swaying, wronght
themselves ap to a state of camp mest-
ing excitement tiil at length the appenls
of the yreacher were drowned in shants

of ‘‘Halleluialy,” “Glory to God,'" |
“SHend down the lght, O Mostah "
“Amen and Amen' opd “Heah the

prayubs of ginoees.

At luss tho fervor died out froms ex. '

anustiom, though still the Kneeling
women sobibed and the mien grouncd
Father Putors had just risea to his foer
when he heard o ory outside—u oy
that was tuken up by the moen, womnen
and ohildeen. Al rushed oot to sce s
binek pillar of smoeks shooting up tyom
the mesting honse. 1o Lnd boeen fivcd by
Het Mpgoutie and iz friends, who now
danced sbont the buruing builiing and
ared oft their pistols and howled liko
50 many dronken suvoagos,

CHAPTER 11
THE FILST UNION LEAGUS

The war had come to Hradley s
Crossing, The little Salew  mcoting
house in which the Onion men  guder
Farher Poters had so'often  aud <o lea
vioutly prayid for petiee was i sinolder -
ing ruiie. The men who had burned it
down woere as savagely Jubllant over
their work es if they had wun a great
battle ngwinst groat odds, and the Un
1on men ware carrespondiugly despond-
“E.

Btrong Dick Bradley and the men
who had bwen converted in the little
meeting honse were startled at the de.
stroction.  They had eomp to speak of
the place as “'the house of God,'' and
this meant to them oot simply 8 plaes
for worship, Lbut a stroctore sanotified
by the divine presepoe and ander the
divine cave, and o8 such as safe against
fire as tho hills themsolves,

“*Why did God let the honse bornt"
“Why did be permit his people, shd
particularly 0 good a man as Father
Peters, to be perscented?”’ ' “Why did be
pot smite hip and thigh the profane
wretches who had doue this thing?''

| Thess were the squestions that puz-
jzled the Union men who belonged to
the chorch, and failing to receive a sat-
isfactory auswer the wmost soundly cou-
verted felt that he was falling
grace, and that if the Lord did not
,ford miraoulous help at
sever the conuection,

g
¥

That thera might be no mistake aa to |

-ll“.ﬂz to holp himeelf after

It was generally belleved that the
blacksmith’s religion, while making
him a safer and so a more desirable
neighbor, had entirely unmanned him,
and that even so arrant a braggart as
Het Magoone could safely treat him
with contempt und set him at defian
But strong Dick Bradley's nllglon.c:;
at least that purt of it that had ourbed
his tongue and his arm, went up and
vanished in the smoke of the meeting
house, and for four terrible years both

full swing. g

hile Bradley's religion had recoived
#o severe a check, 'the effect of this at-
tack was to turn his earnest miasion
feelings into a blind fanaticlam that
was to find delight in confiagrations and
a soothing comfort in blood. Father
Peters, who had just been praying by
the blacksmith's side, arl'now stood
holding his arm while they watohed the
play of the flames destroying tho mis-
sion, forgot bis own danger and hisown
loss as he noted the old, black scowl on
the facs aud the devilish light flashing
up in the deep gray eyes of strong Dick
Bradley.

‘¢ Jesnz Christ won't pertect the
place we uns hes fixed up snog fo' him,
that’s his look ont. Hi¢'ll be a d——d4
long time afoah he hes another so good
a show in these hille. But, by the great
Eternal, the men ez hez did thi¥'ll have
to pay the insurance in blood! Hold
thar! Het Magoone, God ouss yo’ fo'a
dog and a coward! I've got somethin
to say afoah yo' uns ride off!"’

The last sentence was addressed to
Het Magoone, who was now about to
mount the horse on which he had come.

The people who had been praying
and the peopls who had been shonting
about the fire and Het Magoone himself
were startled by the blacksmith’s voice
and manper. All saw that the Christian
blacksmith had gone, and that the strong
and savage Dick Bradley of a few years
before had come back. Magoone obeyed
the summons, for he knew, as did all
his supporters, that the first sign of dis-
obedience would have been the signal
for a bullet in his heart:

Het Magoone had 40 men with him.
All were armed with rifles and pistols.
The very faot that they carried these
weoapons showed that they were pre-
pared for a fight and expected one.
Physically it is safe to say there was
not g dowuright coward in the lot.
Well led, there was not a man of them,
not even the brutal, swaggering Het
Magoone, who conld not have been held
in line against overwhelming numbers
till the last one fell in his tracks, and
who could not bave beon carried on in
an assanlt, though eertain that not cne
conld return, but at sight of strung Dick
Bradley, and at the sound of his voice,
the strongest trembled and became, for
the time, more obedient than if not so
weank ns 6 child.

Ignoring the faot, if indeed he was
aware of if, that Father Peoters was
clifging to his arm, the bluckemith
strode rvight throogh the arowd about
the church until he stood face to fave
with Het Magoone. The olergyman’s
danghter. to whom I am indebred for an
aceannt of what precoded this and what
is to follow, followod her father, feaving
for his safety. Althoogh as troe and

her lifo in the best society, Ella Poters
was parilyzed with alarm when she
saw the change that had como over the
| men who RBitherto had boen more gen
tle than o girl to her and hevs,

“*Het Magoouy, yo' kem bar todag to
raise h—I11
yo' didn's!

Wanl, ¥o've rie hit, and

thar!"* :
The blacksmith rmsed his arm, anpd

breve a woman ns over lived and guite lin.
as Bolf possessod ns if she bad spent all |

BPun 't lie, yo' dog, and say |

now, by the great Blernsl, ') send yo! |

ginnt though Magoons was he towered |

over him  The horse kept the now

ceowed  desperado from retreating, and |

bo did not dure to tbueh his vifie or onw |
of the muny pistels bolted to his wiist
At this Juncture Futher Peters throw

bimself betwewn the two mer  His hae
wns off, und the wind bLlew his white
huir abiout hits bare, thin face. He was
the one o winoe did not fear strong
Dick-—mad ek Bradley

"o God's e, Brother Bradlay! In

Goti's unie, have paticoec! Oh, oy
proayera auil my lessons my son, bive
yon forgotten  them? o Wait!  Waii!

Prayors snd patience!  Prayers sl pa
ticnee!" aud ho vhrew his thin arios
about the raiser armw of <he guant neid 1
tell—with o 5ol

“1'va obeyed yo' too long, * grosueil
the blacksmnvh, *'te brak' off adl a-sud
dentlike Bot Pather Peters, 3o’ mont's
well have et me did today what 1'1 be
'bleeged fo' to do tomorrer or west
day. " Thew, addressing Mogoone:

“Het, way' back when me and yo'
wuz boys, yor father sneakoed upon my
fother, way down st Loudou, ned kit
him. Hit wus o coward's decd, gnd 1
lowed when yo' and wme growed up 1'd
have blood for blood, apd yo' knowed
hit, too, for you kep’ onter my wny and
went‘to live down Tenuessee way. Then
Father Peters kim, und 1 got righs smart

of religin, and yo' felt hit safe o come:

buck an< hit wuz safe, so long's the re:
ligin lasted. .
*‘But she's goue, gone a-flickerin in
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pray. Hit don't seem jist the thing fo’
me to pray to Jesus Christ when he
stands by and sees a lot of cussed rebils
burn down the house we uns built fo'
bim. He had the powah to strike 'em
dead Hke lightnin, but did he do hit?
Not much. Thar's a heap of coals and
ash whar the church was, thar's
that d——a Het Magoone off safe with
his gang, whin I should a smashed in
his akull like the shell of a bird egg and
then flung him into the fiah.’'
Father Peters tried to reason with his
friend.. He repeated all the wise and
trite things about the mysterious ways
of Providence, the power of prayer, the
necessity of keeping alive faith, and
the certainty that truth would trinmph;
but, while still 1oving and respecting the
noble old man, the blacksimth was in
no mood to be comforted by words. In
effect he replied in this way, and on
the men it was evident that his words
had a stronger influence than the pray-
ers and exhortations of Father Peters:
“‘I’vo got 8o that I can spell out a few
words in the good book, but my young-
est boy's got moah downright 1’arnin, fo'
he's readin jography. Btill I can think,
and I do think right smart, and bar's
what I've been a-thinkin this blessed
day, and I say hit without meanin no
dierespect fo' Father Paters nor his kin,
fo' I love 'em all, God bless 'em!
‘‘But, after long months of waitin
and prayin, the wah, ez we uns tried to
pray off, hez come to the Cumberland
hills, and hit do look powahful like to
me ez ef she'd come fo' a mighty long
visit,. Wah means fightin and fiah and
blood and death! Wah and religin
oan't nevah gee. Yo' can’t yoke ‘em.
One pulls no'th, the other south. One
means trustin in God, which is all
mighty nice and comfortin in peace; the
other means trustin to yerse'f and yer
rifle, and that’s the only ching to do in
time of wah. I'll go home from har
and mold bullets in the forge while the
lead holds out, and I'll take the good
book fo’ waddin, to help kill the foes'
of the'Lor, d—n 'em! ‘
‘*Go to yor homes, folks, and think |
hit ovan. Tell yer wives apd chillen,
yo’ uns ez ken tote rifles, that yo'll he
'bleeged to leavs 'em mighty soon, fo’
the ch'ice’ll eome to be shot down like
dogs in these hills or to git together and
fight our way to the old flag. The men
that fired the meeting house today
b’fonh our ey=s, tonight may burn our
cabing ovah our heads, If so be they
don't do hit, hitwon't be coz they don't
want to, bay ooz thuy're skeert, A 1man
with a rifle will have mounh powah to
keep "em low than fifty thousand mil-
lion mestin houses full of folks a pray-

““So that’'s why I think religin’s ail
right in hits place, and hit may give a
puwsh of ormiort to the winmin when
we nus hez to light out, bat ez fo’ wo
I'min fo wah, and I feel that I'11 he
'bleeged to give my religin a ress ill
wa deoide with oor rifles whother o lot
of de——d rikils or wo Union men is
w-gwing to hev thoe free ran of the hills
nlong the Comberiand. Thar, that's ali
1 have to any, and hit's right smart
mosl than I 'tonded to say when 1 sot
unt. "’

Futher Petebs sow that it wonld he
folly to atbempt to chango tho black.
smith or to try to hold to his own poase-
ful views the Union moantuaiucers tlisg
heard him.  And then, as his dapghter
confesged in tolling thoe story, he fully
apprecinted the fores of the blackamith's
reavuning  about (he war, thoogh the
chauge in the mnn's religions viows hadd
on him o most disconraging effect.

Even the womeon and ehildeen prosent
on this occasion scomed to roalize that
the war bad come to thoe hills, but they
mnile no onrery, gave vo sign of uoery-
ousness,  If anything indeed, they ap.
peared to vojuice ot the prospoctiof an
excitement thot wonld break in on tho
dull aud bratalizing  wonotony of their
lives,

Promising to keep to  themsels es and
to come  together at Bradley's Crossing
when the danger beesme more thresven-
ing, the people went sadly to their cabe
ins in the wonntains, and that night
the childron greased patcheg, the wom-
en molded hnllets, and, with the grim
stolidity of Iudians preparing for the
warpath, the men made ready their
arms  Father Peters went home with
his wife and daughter with the fecling
of n man who has tried to do his'duty
and will not be deterred by failure from
continuance, He was ot this time over




